
ONE WQMHN'8 NIGHT RIDE

KmiB IMhaway's Thrilling Experience on

Hn Express Train's LocomotiUe.

MYSTERIES OF "THE PENNSYLVKNIR'

"While Snooding through the Darkness the Engineer 1 Relates Grueful Experiences, and

Anne's Courage Gravitates toward the Zero Point Her Slender Hands Grasp the Bit?

Shovel and She learns the Toilsome Duties of the Fireman "Engines Have Moods,"

Says the Captain of tho Cat, ".and Sometimes They Sulk" Scooping Up "Water for the

Boiler Night Scones and Incidents The Arrival in Washington.

"Take a night ride from Baltimore to Wash-

ington oa an engine."

That is the assignment the managing edi-

tor of The Times suggested to mo one day

last week.
"Bo you dare do it?" "was the question he

asked.

"Dare? I dare do all that does become a
newspaper woman," I answered. " 'Who dares

do more, is none!' "

So that is how it came to pass that a certain
late train that pullod out of Baltimore Satur-

day night carried me in its cab as tho ongin-ct- 's

assistant. On that trip I rang the bell,

I blew the whistle, I turned water into the
1) .Her, I threw sand on tho track and had my

bards on the throttle. I even tried to fire

and kept a keen lookout ahead for the lights

av ng the track. Perhaps I eould not pass an

examination for an engineer's license, or
djjloma, or decree, or whatever it is an
engineer is obliged to have before he is al-

lowed to take charge of a passenger train,
and the Brotherhood of Locomotive Engin- -

eers might not be willing to accept me as a '

member in good and regular standing, but on

a I inch I feel sure I could run an engine and
nc i run it into anything, either. I might not
b aijle to stop my train with quite the exac-

tors of ae old hand, and very poa6lbly I
si ould give my passengers some unpleasant
jprs now and then, but on the whole, I feel
euro that if neoeeetty demanded I could bring
my train saf4y into the station, for I have
h Iped ran a tooomotive and I know just how

it 16 done.

But to go back to the beginning. "What
road shall I take?" I asked myself as I left

Tl Tims offlee, my head fall of the new
s heme. Tbreeyears ago three of the best
n- - wspaper men in Chicago, I remembered.
vr re kilted while taking jest sueb a trip as I
rr posed, and since then the railroads all
c or the eountry have increased the severity
cr their rules against allowing persons to ride
c n the engine. On many roads the thing is

j lively prohibited under all circumstances.
L n otner roads a man may now and then be
avowed tiie privilege of a ride in the cab, but
a wtmaa, never.

OX THE rEXXSmVAXIA.

'What road shall I try?" I thought, and

f o Pennsylvania line natorally'eugcested it-

s' ', inasmuch as that railroad lis known all

ci r r the country not only for the excellence
el Us roadbed, rolling stock and manag-
ers nt, but also for its friendship for newspa-

per people. Accordingly it was to the gen-

eral manager of the Pennsylvania road that I
s-- x lied for permission to ride on the engine
cf ome passenger train from Baltimore to
W mgton.

There was a great deal of red tape to be
gonn throogh with, and for fceveral days the
5a.- - of my undertaking hung in the balance.

f

However, on Friday I received the following
I

d acumeat dated at the general offices of the
company to Philadelphia.:

"To the conductor train between Balti-- r
tp and Washington, u whom this order

; , b presented.

"a'Jease permit the bearer, a representative
cf The Wamkmhtox Times, to ride on the

- giue of your train from Baltimore to Wash-i- n

and return this order to your super-intende-at

as your authority for so doing.
"F. M. PaevosT,

"Qeneral Manager."
This was the "open sesame" which, through

ih power of the press, was to procure for

k.0 what neither love aor money eould ob-t- u.

n.

I dressed myself in a gown that was no
loLsri r in its first youth, buttoned on an ul-s- xr

whirfhad wen eervice te many another
i

Bight alignment, and with tins precious pass
in m most secure pocket, took aa early even --

ir

j

g train for Baltimore. i

'
The 9:52 train, the station agent told rue,

w t.fteen minutes late at Wilmington, and

I Lad the best part of an hour to walk about
.

II I nion StatioirfH Baltimore, whieh is, by
tLo way, just about the deaae-t-t place I was
ever in in ail my life. It is uncannily clean,
1.b."i a hospital, and is all one gleam of glazed

j

Lri.k, bnwtfrails, and stained glass.
j

tT HAK IX HAXD.

I was not alone 1a the station. A country
Ir. 1' and groom, he with light "store

.le," she with squeaking shoes, sat hand

j i and fa die waiting room, under the
& d gaae of two gentlewomen in black.
An ri;jossibie per&oo with an atmosphere of j

ro ,eand jockey etab was cuattiog noisily
WjJ. . two men friends. A g little
y-- an ui the corner held a g,

mg baby. Outside on the platform two
e man were walking up and down,

I'j. ' icing the latest swagger. I had little at- -t

. ' a, however, to give to any of these per--6

S for my mind was set on getting through
thi gate first.

ad I was first. The train bad not come to
a I i stop before I was beside it watting for

li. conductor, Isaac M. Cohee, to step down.

I am to ride on your engine,1' I said.
II' --e is my order."
21. Cohee examined tho paper carefully

ci i looked me over witn equal care. Satisfied,
I j pose, that I was nottiwr an impostor nor
v, ' milt in disguise, a twinkle came into his

lran eyes.
AH right," be said; "come along. I'll take

j a down to the engine."
"Here, Joe," be called to the engineer as

wc stood beside the great sleek-looki- en-- g

nc, "here's a lady wants to ride on the en
ue."

1 be engineer, a distinctly handsome man,
v b keen gray eyes and a oointed beard.
t i cd with gray, came down from among his

;noue levers and spotless brasses and
,. bands with me. I introduced myself

a K.le more definitely, and his name, be told
. , w as Joseph 3f . Xfddteton, and his hom el
,s at No. 682 West Sixth street, in Wilmington,

' '

It is time for tho train to start. The
firv.iian snatchy a rag from soma nook j

and dusts off bis seat at the Jolt of the boilor
for me. I look at tho steep steps that load up
to the cab despairingly, when, before I realizo
what is going on, the engineer has mo by one
arm, tho fireman by tho other, and I am lifted
into tho cab and stowed safely away besido
the boilor. There is barely room to sit bo- -

I A3I MITED I'TO THE CXR.

tween the boiler and tho window, and before
I bave settled myself comfortably, I hear
somebody shout

"All right!"
There is a hiss of escaping steam; a great

cv ,,

TO

throb goes through tho engine, and with a
lurch we are off.

WATCH THE LIGHTS.

As we roll out of tho station I lean from
the window and watch the lights. There are.
the electric lights, loosing like great chrys-

anthemums pinned on the sable robe of night,
a fancy that pleases mo so much that the
wilderness of red, wlnte, and green lights wo

are passing through sinks into insignificance
beside it. Across the track hang three rows
of red lishu, and on tho other side of the
boiler I can dimly see tho engineer, his face
grave, his eyes taking in tho position of tho
lamps, which to mo are so meaningless, but
to him mean life or death.

We are beginning to go faster, and street
lamp are flying by, when there is a sudden
deafening roar and the lights all go out. I
fall back against the window, wishing with
all my bean that 1 was safe at home. Tho
fireman Irans over mo and shouts:

"We're going into the tunnel now."

I look out through tho narrow window in
the front of the cab. The headlight throws a
cylinder of light on the damp rock walls of
the tunnel, and just above tne smokestack I
can see the stream of sparks nnd smoko
strike a;ra:.ns;t tho roof and flatten out. Ahead
the wails seom to dwindle and narrow, till I
could fairly scream at the idea that we aro
running into the narrowing end of a funnel.
The fireman reaches for tho bell-rop- e, which
lies along the boiler besido me, but I have it
flrst and pull with a will, relieved to bo doing
something. I cannot hear the bell, though I
remember that back in tho train I have often
heard it ringing as we rode through tunnels.
The roar i& deafening, tho air of tho tunnel
stifling.

Suddenly straight ahead shines out tho head-

light of another engine. 1 turn and scream
out at the engineer, but tho next instant cov-
ers me with shame at thought of my needless
terror, for I see that tho light is on tho other
track.

jtoEET, BOHSH L00EIXO TDLEOW.

"What train is that?" I yell to tho flremnn,
who is just behind me. His reply is lost,
though he repeats it twice. Ho is a jolly,
boyish looking fellow, with an honest, reli-
able, American face under its grime, and two
merry eyes, tiie brighter for tho surrounding
soot and dust.

As we leave tho tunnel, ho jumps down to
the tender, and begins to shovel coal Into tho
furnace, an operation he repeats about twico
in two milos. The glaro from tho open fur-

nace throws a ruddy glow on tho cloud of
white fmoke streaming back over tho train.
A great bar of light strikes back on tho
coaches swaying along behind us. Tho fire-

man there, bonding to throw on coals has a
diabolical suggestion about him. I am

when he becomes human again and
comes back to sit by mo.

"What is your name?" I ask, half expecting
to hear him say Beelzebub or Satan himself.
Just then we plungo into tho second tunnel,
and I fall to ringing tho bell again. His namo,
I discover, when we Into tho night
again, Is William F. Hayes, and he, too, live3
in Wilmington.

"We aro passing Winan's Hill now," he says,
and I look out to 6ee a cemetery swimmingin
the moonlight Baltimore now lies well bo- -

hind and wo aro roaring and lurching along
across the quiet country. Over to tho left I
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see a light in tho upper window of n farm-

house and my mind conjuies up visions ot
tho Inrmcr's wife, worn out with tho weok's
toil, sitting up lato on Saturdaynight to mako
ready tho children's clotlies for church to-

morrow. Or perhaps one of tho little ones Is

sick nnd tho mothor wakes. But oven as I
look the light goes out and I know that the
tired woman has gono to rest. Tho dark
fields seem to swing on a great wheel, tho
nxlo somewhere in tho middle ground, and
ncross the silence the big train roars along.
Wo pass a little village and ono of the bouses
Is ablaze with light. Somebody is'glving a
party and I picturo John nnd Jenny pausing
by ttio window to watch tho train go by, little
thinking of tho woman on tho engino Avho is
wondering about them.

NOTES OUT Or TIIE QUESTION.

The fireman sets a funny little lamp with
a painted red chimney on top tho boiler, and
puts a Rmoking light beside it for me to tako
notes by, but note3 are entirely out of the
question, for oven if there were light enough
to sea by. tho jar of tho engino would m ako
writing impossible. Sol point to every part
of tho engino within sight and ask Its use.
There aro three dluls on the boiler to indicate
tho steam pressure and tho water supply. The
fireman explains that from tho boiler a steam
pipe runs into tho tender, where it registers
tho amount of steam it carries away, and so
on back into tho train to keep the passengers
warm. Ho seems to tako it for granted that
I understand just how tho wholo thing is ar-

ranged, though it is about as clear to mo as a
page of Sanscrit.

At tho ltft side of the boiler is a pipe with a
lever at the top, which, at the fireman's order,
I turn. He tells mo to put my hand on tho
pipe. It is hot, but suddenly it grows cold,
and I realize that water is running into tho
boiler. A similar pipe is at tho englneer'3
left hand.

"We're Koing to tako water now." tho flre-ma- n

snys, comiug back after filling tho fur-

nace with coal again. "Come down an tho
tender."

I wouldn't for worlds confess how afraid I
am to moe. It seems impossible to step from
tho cab to tho tender without being thrown
off into space. 3Iy heart comes up into my
throat. I cling to tho rods at each side tho
cab door.

"Don't let go of mo," I beg of tho fireman.
"If you fall I'll fail, too," ho saya, gallantly.

AXSE ATTEJHTS TIEE.

re-

lieved

and I shut my eyes and find myself safe on the
tender.

The fireman moves what looks like the grip-man- 's

lever on a cable car. It is at tho right
sido of the tender. Thero Is a hiss of Hying
water, and back of tho coal I see a fountain
of spray flung up into tho air. Wo bave
scooped up water from tho long shallow
trough on tho track between tho rails, and
have replenished tho tank without oven
slackening speed.

PICK UP THE HEAVY SnOVEL.

The fireman climbs back over tho coal and
shuts tho lid of the tank, and then comes to

AX ANXIOUS MOMENT.

help mo into the engineer's sido of the cab.
But I want to fire a bit, and pick up tho
heavy shovel. A sudden lurch of tho engine,
however, throws the shovel from my hands,
and comes dangerously near throwing mo
from the engine.

Tho engineer gives mo his seat, and puts a
box under my feet. This is tho important
side of the engine. At my left as I sit aro the
brake, the throttle, tho lever that reverses tho
engino, tbo handle of tho sand-bo- and good-

ness knows what else. I lean out tho window
to look along the track. A blast of cold wind
snatches my cape, and tho engineer rescues
it just as it tugs at tho last button. Looking
from tho narrow window in front of me I can
seethe engine's number, 214. Tho headlight
throws a surprisingly dim light.

"How far can you see?" I shout in tho
J engineer's ear.

Xot fifty yards." he answers. "Tho head
light is no good to me. I cou Idn't stop in
time to avoid running into anything after the
headlight shows it."

I begin to feel uncomfortable
"How do you know when the track is

clear?" I ask.
"By tho block signals. Do you see that

light way down tho track?"
"Yes."
"What color Is it?"
I peer at it anxiously. "White," I an-

swered.
"Well," says tho engineer, "that moans that

tho track is clear. Wo have thoso lights
every three or four miles. If that light wero
red, I should stop, but if it's white I go on.
In daylight there's an arm that swings across
the track when another engino Is in tho
block. I can see those lights two miles and a
half."

"That's a great system," I remark,
XEVEB HAD AN ACCIDENT.

"Yes," ho answers. "I've run an engino
on this road nineteen years and neyer had an

accident. Sometimes an engino breaks down.
Now. wo loft our regular engine at
Wilmington with a hot pin, and took 214, but
I've never been In a real smash up."

I began to feel proud of my superior ex-

perience, for I have been In a smnsh up.
"Would you jump if you saw a collision

coming?" I ask.
"Yes. Wouldn't you?"
I look at the groat sleek, soulless engine

that is pulling us, nt tho tremendous driving
wheels, tho great boilor, and the cruel look-

ing and docldo that I would most
assuredly jump if I saw such another bearing
down on us.

"I'd pull the sandbox handle," I say, "put
on tho brakes hero, revorso the engine, and
jump."

Tho enginenr's approval of my idea em-

boldens mo to ask it ho thinks women would
mako good onglnoers. No, ho does not think
so. It 13 not a woman's place. It requires
actual strength, ondurance. and nerve, and
women couldn't do it However, I can't
imagine a woman wanting to bo an engineer,
as I feel the cinders in my hair, and blink my
eyes to get the dust out. A white post tears
a gash of sound in tho night as wo pass it.

"Whistle," snys tho enginuer. "That's a
whistling post. Whistle for a crossing."

Tho crossing whistle In the code is two long
blasts, followed by two short ones. I reach
up to the whistlo ropo which hangs abovo mo

and givo tho required signal. Tho whistlo
souuds appalingly loud.

"How fast are wo going?" I ask.
"About forty-fiv- e miles an hour."
I pull tho throttlo wido open, and wo fly

along at tho ralo of a milo a minute. I cling
to tho window sill. Tho jarring and roar aro
terrific.

I look back at tho flrst car and see tho con-

ductor peoring through the door at mo. I
wavo my hand and then give one short toot
with the whistlo. That Is the wnlstlo for
brakes, but as it Is not repeated the conduc-

tor knows that it is only n woman at tho
whistlo. By and by tho engmeor bids me

Mb

I TULI. WITn A WILE.
blow ono long blast. That is for a junction,
Ho tells mo that two short blasts la tho whis-

tle code mean go ahead, and three, back. He
looks out along the line and by the land-

marks now a cut, now a bit of woodland,
now a tall tree tells just whero wo are.

TO HOLD UP THE TRAIN.

Wo nro passing a dark and lonely bit of
road. It occurs to mo that it would bo tho
easiest thing in the world to hold up tho train'
With a revolver in each hand, ono person
could captuio both tlronian nnd engineer.

"Were you ever held up?" I asked the
engineer.

"No," was tho answer, "but it would bo

cay enough to do. I should stop the train
at any signal a lantern or torch waved
across the track, for I couldn't afford to tako
the risk of an accident I'd be at the mercy
of any man with a revolver, for I am not
armed. Neither is tho fireman. In fact, not
a man of the tram's crew carries a gun. I
don't know how easy it would bo to go
through the trn:n, but two men could havo
things all thoir own way in this engine. You

seo I can't see far enough ahead to tell what
sort of a person it is who signals mo. and
I have orders to stop when signaled."

"Do you beliovo in haunted engines?" I ask.
The engineer, who, like all passonger en-

gineers, is a man of a great deal of intel-

ligence and common sense, laughs.
"No," he says, "I don't. Somo people say

engineers are haunted, but I don't think they
are. Engines havo moods, though. Some-

times a new engino will mako good time on
her trial t ip, and then when you'd naturally
expect her to do e en better, she sulks and
won't mako near tho time. Temper, somo
peoplo call it. but I suppose it is really somo
'fault of construction."

Wo pound along for n whilo without speak-

ing, the engino fairly jumping. Then tho
engineer snys:

"The worst thing a man has in this business
is running over people. I've killed a number
of peoplo iu my time. I tell you it's awful.
It takes all tho nerve out of a man and makes
him sick. I ran over a woman once. It was
on a bridge. She hadn't taken moro than
half a dozen stops on tho bridge when wo

struck her. I rang tho boll and whistled, but
she was watching a train on tho other track.
Wo threw her into the river, but I think tho
engino killed her."

I shuddered, but tho engineer went on.
BAN OVER A EITTLE CHILD.

"Sho was drunk. It isn't so bad to run
over grown folks. Common sense ought to
teach them to keopoutof tho way. But once,
not long ago, one day I ran ever a little child.
Ho was playing on tho track, and I didn't seo
him till wo came around tho curvo right onto

t him. I whittled, but he just looked at the
engino and stood still. Ho was looking
straight at mo when I struck him. Ho was a
little fellow, and he looked just liko my littlo
boy at home. It's things like that that break
a man down."

Just thero wo catch sight of a band of light
way off to tlw right. "That's Washington."
says tho engineer, drawing tho back of his
hand across his eyes. I am glad enough not
to' havo to look at tho track ahead, whero
every second I expected to sea tho tiny figuro
of a child at play.

Tho city lies in a hazy cloud of light, and I
think of tho lines

"Soes in heaven tho lichts of London
"Flaring liko a dreary dawn."

Tho lights grow moro distinct, forming
themselves into regular lines. All at onco
they aro reflected in water. On wo roar,
seeming to be going straight into tho water,
but just as wo aro about to plungo in a peril-

ously narrow bridgo appears. It seems too
frail to hold all that heavy train, for wo aro
pulling two coaches, a parlor car, a sleeper,
a dining car, and a combination baggage and
smoking car. However, it does hold us up,
nnd in another minuto we aro running slowly
through Washington. I am ringing the
bell, and now I can hear it, and tho engineer
tells mo that old railroad men know tte dif-

ferent engines By the sound of the bell.
BROUGHT TO A STANDSTILL.

Tho darkness is alivo with lights green
lights on tho ends of freight trains, red
lights, white lights, and as we get down into
tho city tho street lamps swing past. A mo-

ment moro and the engineer's hand, with
jaiaa hesida it to faelg, has brought the train

TUXEDO
Is beautifully situated on the main stem of the Pennsylvania Railroad within a
few minutes' ride of the center of the city, and about one-quart- er of a mile from
the District line, with railroad station on the grounds. Commutation almost as
low as street car fare, SIX CENTS. All lots are situated on a high elevation
commanding a beautiful view of the surrounding country, and in full view of
Washington. Judging from the rush we had during the past two weeks
we feel confident in saying that it won't be very many weeks before every lot
is sold. Our motto always has and always will be QUICK SALES AND
SMALL PROFITS.

rhnirp fxt A

CASH OR O

PPMP
That fortuno knocks onco at least at overy

man's door.

That Tuxedo has tho best of train facilities.

That we offer you tho best lots for the least
monoy.

That tho Title has been examined by tho
Prince George's County Abstract Company.

That Deed is given absoluiely free, without
any cost to purchaser.

That taxes aro paid in full until lot is paid
for.

That Tuxedo is not backed by any syndi-

cate, but by tho largest operator in subur-

ban property in this country.

Two Excursions

and B N. W.

and at or from Our at

to a standstill. Before I can get down there j

is the Qreman, who has shed his overalls !

ami grime in some miraculous way, ready j

to help mo down. The conductor and brake- - !

man are just behind him, and altogether I
feel distinctly I want to stop to
talk wilh the engineer, but bo must hurry off
to back his engine out or the station. j

The conductor walks to the station gate
with me, and then he, too, has work to do.
Two-thir- of his time am spent off the road,
ho says, and each run Is only a bit over three
hours, but after each trip ho is obliged to
audit his accounts. j

"Three forty-nine- " they call it, from tho !

number of tho form on whieh the report is
writton, and from that report tbo auditing
division of tho road will know whero every
ticket he collected was sold, to what place it
read, how many mileage books were on tho
train, and how many passes.

He walks with mo to the station door and,
as he bids mo good night, ho says that ho
hopes I will choose his train If lover try a ride
in an engino again. For ray part. I think one
try at it is enough, and I shall never ride on
a night train again without thinking of tho
man up in the engino on whose skill and
fidelity so many lives depend. There is
scarcely any other position so full of

but. between you and me, I pr fer to
ride in a parlor car. It is moro exciting on
tho engine, but I prefer comfort, and I don't
mind telling jou that my flrst ride on an en-

gine even although on tho great
system is likely to bo my last.

Axe Hathaway.

TICKET WAS POLITE

A Passenger Forgot to Deposit Her Ticket,
but lie Didn't Shout at Her.

"We hear a gooa deal said about the dis-

courtesy of elevated road employe;, and
sometimes wo witness examples of it," said a
lawyer tne other day to a New York Times
man, "but I am coming to tho belief that if a
fair census was taken an equal number of in-

stances of kindnoss and courtesy would bo

discovered. The other day I quito admired
tho bearing of tho ticket chopper at Four-
teenth street aud Sixth avenue uptown. A
young woman of sulking appoa ance, with
coppery hair and a brilliant color, passed
through from the ticket window with a'ticket
in her hand. Sho did not drop it in the box,
nnd, still holding it. passed far along tho
platform and stood watting for Uer tram.

"Now, according to the theory most com-

monly exploited, the chopper should havo
shrieked after her and compelled her to de-

posit the ticket. It was hit. business to pro-
tect the interests of his employers, and to do
tnat he should have got tho ticket, een if ho
had to wrest it from her by force. But he
said nothing, quietly sat, turn-
ing to glance at her. Sho stood, quite uncon-
scious, watching tho train, when
sho suddenly started with surprise, llndinn
the ticket still in her hand. She hurried back
to the box aud dropped it in and
to the chopper.

" 'Excuse mo,' aho said, 'I am but just back
from a long summor in the country and quite
forgot to drop tho ticket. I havo become un-

used to city ways.'
"The chopper mado a fumble at his cap.

'It's all right, ma'am,' ho replied, pleasantly;
'I knew it was a mistake on your part, anu as
soon as vou found it out you'd put the ticket
in.'

"What I admired was his power of
between the willfully and tho

negligent, and his readiness to
adapt his manner to the latter clas3 when ho
perceived it. To a real deadbeat he might
havo gono in for rhetorical but
ho was able to and ho exercised
his ability. To possess that ability and to
use it I think goes far toward making ono a

-

Wouldn't Use False Keys.
The notion that alcohol may do good

for a moment it seems to do good, was
well answered by a response to a
man who wns somewhat too much given to
tho pleasure of the table. This man had said
to the doctor:

"What do you think of tho influence of al-

cohol on tho doctor?"
"I think that its influence is bad," said the

physician
'But a little whisky taken just before a

meal is tho only key that will open my appe
tite, doctor."

"I don't believe in opening things with
false keys, sir," answered the other.

This response wns
for a falsely stimulated appetite is a sure pre-
lude to Youth's

Parker's Pride.
"Parker uses a great deal of cologne, it

seems to me. Awful bad form!" said Haw-
kins.

"It would be in you," said Hleks, "but it's
family pride with Hawkins. He comes of old
colonial stook." Harper's

&
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to Give a Scries
of Halls and

The has arranged
an elaborate programme for the winter season
of lS!M-'9- 5, comprising balls, concerts, and
festivals. Events thus far underlined aro as
follows- -

3Ionday, November 19. opening ball at Ma-

sonic Tempi; Sunday, December 9, flret con-
cert at the Aeademv of Husie; Sunday. Janu--
arv 27. concert at the Academy of i

Musi.-- : Mondav. Fs.ruarv 11. earaivni session- : - -

nt the ahington Light xn'antry Armory;
Mondav. vr.,,!? i n.auerad ball at the ,

Lij;hi Infantry Armory; Sunday,
jJarcn .11. tiilr.i eoneert :w tne Academy oi
Music; Friday. April 19, festival
at the Home; Friday, April 26,
children's ball at Masonic Tem-
ple.

Following are tae committees in charge:
Musk; committee F. Claody, Leopold

Stiefel, F. Aitrup. and W. F. Lntz.
Amusement committee Wilham Berens,

jr.. Anton Ltreb. Karl Xander. Ernest
kuebel, A. Joers. Charles Dissner. ranK
(Jlaudy, 11. Schneider, Otto
and Herman Woif.

Heception committee Paul Schnlze, A.
Eberly. Christian Heunch, Ed Abner. George
J. aeuflene. Simon Wolf, Charles Dismer,
Charles Grail, and Charles Schneider.

Danco committee F. Altrop. IJ. C Turn-ma- n,

F. E"ktem. J. W. Thomas, A. Plitt,
Theodore Hanft.J Duehnng. F. A. Felka,
and Charles Hoseb.

Officera or the are as follows:
John Waldmaun. president; William Bereas,
jr., i,o president; Louis Kimmel, financial
and secretary, T. Escherich.
recording secretary; Louis Fuber. treasurer;

t William Hagomanu, librarian; William Wal- -
decker. leader board of directors. Albert
Lepper. Hugo Sehuize. Richard Branner,
Charles Dismer, Henry Kliuge, and Jacob
Karr.

-

HRS. DAYSON WANTS TO

Property Worth $40,000 Docs Not Yield
an Income That Will Support Her.

Mrs. Eosalio A. Dawson, of No. 22 Seventh
street southeast, has control of 340,000

worth of property in this city and does not
derivo a sufficient income from it to support
in comfort herself and two children.

Sho has brought suit to secure permis-
sion to place a mortgage on part of the es-

tate. Tho defendants are her two minor
children, Marguerite Rosalie and Elizabeth,
aud her son's widow. Margaret L. Dawson.
She asks that a guardian ad litem be ap-

pointed for Elizabeth, and that
who is over fourteen years old, be permitted
to answer in her own right.

The property was left her for life, with re-

mainder to the children, by her husband,
Georgo F. Dawson, an who be-

came n citizen here in 1869.
Taxes and repairs amount to 8180 a year,

and sho has spent 81.-0- 0 of her own money
in providing for tho family and taking caro
of the property. If she i3 not granted an or-

der to borrow she wants leave to sell a part of
the property.

frt

A

Passenger nnd the Mud-dan- c

Quality of Her Remarks- -

Sho was indeed a creature, and
when sho got on the Fourth avenue car every
body turned to look at her. An elderly lady,
already in tho car, knew tho gorgeous crea-

tion, and made way for her nt her side, says
tho New York Sun. Tho l'hihistine of near
conductor bru tally asked her for a fare, and
sho paid him liko nu ordinary mortal.

Sho wore a white doeskin cape, a soft gray
dress, and n black hat of cavalier
Tho thick coils of her bronze-blac- k hair wero
transfixed with a wrig-gl- v

shape: tho brow under tho shadow of her
hat was broad and Junoesque, and the eyes
beneath tho shudows of her brows wero like
two limped brown pools. Her noso was
an xmencan classic; mw upper up uuneu
back liko the petal of a white nyacinth. and
her mouth was as tender as a young girl's
first love drenm. And from this mouth thero
dropped these pearls:

"I llnd it best to sew tho revers back with
stout thread and then fix the hoo ks and eyes.'

Read It in Her Eyes.
It was ono of thoso soft, witching moon

light nights when thero is a big business dono
in Cupid's

"Until I met you. Adele," ho murmured in
voice husky with emotion, "I believed that all
women wero deceitful, but when I look into
your clear, beautiful eyos I behold thero tha
very soul ol canuoranu loyauy.

sho exclaimed with
"this is the hapniest moment I have known
Einco papa took me to that Paris oculist."

"Paris oculist I"
"Yes, dear; you never would havo known

that my left eyo is a clas3 one."
Then the moon went under a cloud and

Georgo rolled over and buried his face In tha
moist grass. Judge.

ofor $50
PAYMENTS.
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PLEASAKT ENTERTAIHftEKTS.

Washington Sacngerbund
Tournaments.

Washington Saengerbund

JVaihing.oe

anniversary
Sacngerbund

masquerade

Borebarding,

Saecgerbnnd

corresponding

BORROW.

Marguerite,

Englishman,

DISILLUSIONING.

Thcjunocsquc

magnificent

proportions.

happytortoisoshellpin

confessional.

"George," enthusiasm,

That the commutation is almost aa low a
street-carfa- SIS CE3TS. .

That it is easier to own your otto, horns than
paying rent;

That ono of the best Loan Associations will
lend you. money on very ea3y terms to build.

And last, but not least, that Tuxedo is th
prettiest of all around Wash-
ington. Being within easy access, high and
healthy, and mustbe seen to be appreciated,
as words aro inadequate to praise it3 many
advantages. Polite agent3 will xaka yoa
out any time to see the grounds.

4:30 p. m.

CASE OF POT AND KETTLE.

Spicy Littlo Talt Between tho Lawyers la
a Policy Trial- -

A good natured colloquy toot place Fri-

day between Prosecuting Attorney Mullow-ne- y,

lawyer Moss and a witness, befora
Judge Miller during the trial of Ephraim,
Franco and Sylvester Pye, two old colored
men charged with promoting policy.

Samuel Nelson wa3 on the stand G3 aa ex
pert on the game. In examining him 3Ir.,v,iM, rl. esSon ,i,of Attorney
uacs itrtt niir iiiraV: " tIVj., this wimes3 about"Whv. you re leading
like a lamb," he cried. '"You might aa well

et on tne stand yourself and testify that
there is policy gambling across the river."

'Well, isn't it a fact?' asked tho prosecuting
attorney.

"Oh. I've seen Mr. Moss over there lots of
times,"' broke in tne witness.

"That's all right," returned Mr. M033,"
"Mr. Mullowney has been over there too."

"Bnt tnat wa3 on business purely," spoka
up Mr. Mullowney.

Franco had been arrested by Policeman
Muller while about to cross tho Long Bridge,
and a number of policy slips wero found on
him. He implicated Pye, who was subse-
quently arrested.

When France had appeared on the stand
on his own behalf, he was questioned by
Judge Miller.

Do you know the 'stealing' or the 'police
rowS" he asked.

"No. sir."
"How about tho District attorney's row2'
"I don't know that, either, sir."
"There's a 'Judge Miller row,' too, volun-

teered Mr. Mullowney, and a smile went
i around the courtroom.

Tho jnry convicted tho prisoners, and Pye
was sent to jail for ninety days, while France
was fined 5SO.

G. A. R. POST INSPECTION.

Official Visitations and Other Matters of
Interest to the Veterans.

John A. Kawlin5 Post, No. 1, G. A. E., was
inspected Friday night by CoL A. F. Brooks,
assistant inspector. This is the oldest post in
theDistriet and the next inspection to be made
by Col. Brooks will be of the youngest post,
No. 20, at Costello's Hall, on the 21st instant.

Farragut Post No. 10 is preparing to give
an entertainment at Odd Fellows' Hall on the
Navy Yard It will be designated as a "car-
nival ol old songs" and promises to be a grand
affair. Tho reputation ot the post in such
matters is a guarantee that the programme
will be entertaining.

Department Commander BIckford has
designated tha following aides to serve at
headquarters on the dates glvenr Saturdav,
November 10, J. T. LaytonandA.P. GatcheU;
November 12. C. W. Sherwood andF. A. Lowe;
November 14. D. M. Goodacre and F. W.
Storch; November 15, John H. Thoma3 and H.
W. Burns; November 17. Henry F. Rugg and
J. E. Hart; November 19, W. T. Cathcart and
J. L. Thompson; November 21, Edward Bright
and Clinton Vermillion; November 22, George
D. Graham and John Finn; November 24,
Joseph Goldney and W. A. Moore: November
26, B. T. Jannev and T. B. Turnbull; Novem-
ber 2S. H. G. Potter and C. B. Nicbols; No-

vember 29, P. O. Lawrence and Nathan 3Io-Ca-ll.

The department commander and staff will
make an official visitation to John A. Rawlins
Post on tho evening of the 23d instant.

-

Grand Concert for the Church.
At thp Church of the Reformation, corner

Pennsylvania avenue and SecondstreetSQuth-eas- t.
Friday evening a grand concert was given

for the benefit of the music fund. About 300

peoplo were present. The programme was:
Quartet, Mrs. Parson.Mrs.Rheem.Mr.Sker-rr- tt

and Mr. Stevens; violin solo, Miss Lucas;
select reading. Mr. Conley; piano solo, Miss
FrevholU; "Excelsior." Messrs. McFarland
andBeeside;'-HeThinks- I Do Not Love Him,"
Mrs. Rheem; violin solo. Miss Lucas; selec
tion from "St. Paul, ilr. Meirarland, and se-

lect reading, Mr. Coaley.

Heavy Verdict Against the Railroad.
A verdict for $15,000 ha3 been rendered

In Judgo Bradley's court against the Bich- -
f mond nnd Danvillo Railroad Company, now

tho Southern Railway Company, in favor
of Bessie Quinn, a government clerk, who was
seriously injured in a collision on that road
between here and Richmond in 1337. It wa3
shown that she had been making about 2,000
a year. There was no defense.

Directed a Mandamus to Issue.
Judge Colo has directed a mandamus to

issue, with costs to the Commissioners, In
favor of T. J. D. Fuller, who sued to recover
on tax Hen certificates for 3447 again3t lot 16
and parts of lots 17 and 13, in square No. 491.
The Commissioners' attorney, Thomas, held
that tho time had passed for the enforcement
of such claim. Tho property will be sold at

i auction.


